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Lm* Thaukes gentle Romancs 3 may 1 goucruc fo, 
TohealeRomes harmes,and wipe away her woe. 
But gentle peoplcgiue me ayme a-whilc, 
For Nature puts me to a heauyta&ke : 
Stand alialoofe,but Vncklc draw you necre p 
To Hied obfequious tearci vpon this Trunkc : 
Oh take this warroc kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowfull dropsvpon thy b loud -flaine face, 
Thelaft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. Tcare for teaman d louing kiflefor kiffc f 
Thy Brother Marcm tenders on thy Lips : 
O were the fumme of thefc that I fh ould pay 
CountletTe, and infinity yet would I pay them* 

Lm. Com e hither BoyjComCjCome^andlearneofvs 
To melt in (how re3 : thyGrandfirelou'd thee wclk 
Many a time he dane'd thee on his knee ; 
Sung thee afleepej his Louing Breft, thy Pillow s 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
jMeete, and agreeing with thine Tnfancie : 
n that refpefit then, like a louhig Childe, 
Shed yet fomp fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kind e Nature doth require it fo: 
Friends^fhouldafTociatc Friend s,in Grcefe and Wo, 
Bid him farwell, commit him to tbcGraue, 
Do him thatkindne£Te,and takcleaue of him. ; 

2?<rp* O Grand fir e^Grand fire : cucn with all my heart 
Would I were Dead ,fa you did Liueagaine. 
OLordj I cannot fpcake to him for weeping, 
My teare* will choake mc, if I ope my mouth* 


TbeTragej^ 


Remms. You fad ^^^ hauedo^^ 

Giucfentence on this execrable Wretch 
That hath beene breed er of thefe dire euents 

Luv Set him brcft deepe in earthed famifl>v 
There let him Qand.and raue,and cry for food* * ^ 
If any one releeues, or pit tie* him a 
For the offence^ e dyes. This is our doome - 
Some ft ay, to fee him faftned in the earth. 

Arm. Owhyfliould wrath bemutc&Furt,^ , 
I am no Baby I, that with bafc Prayer* ? Umtt 
I ftiould repent the Euils I hauc done- 
Ten thonfand worfe, then eucryet I did t 
Would I performe if I might baue my will ; 
Ifone good Deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my ? cry Soule. 

Lucim. Some louing Friends contiey the Bmn U 
And giue him burial! in his Fathers grauc* Ce 
My Father, and Lmmm^ fhall forthwith 
Be elofed in ourHouftioIds Monument : 
As for that heynous Tyger T*m*m 9 
No Funeral! Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds ^ 
No mournfull Bell (hall ring her Buriall : 
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See loft ice done on tsftrm that daron'd Moore, 
From whom, our heauy happe* had their bcgimiW . 
Then afterward?, to Order well the State, 1 
That likeEucncs, may ne're it Ruinate, Emm mm 
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aJBusTrimus. Secern Trima* 



^ftheH^fe&fCap^et* 

gef&ry : A my word weel not carry coales. 
$rt& No,for then we (hould be Colhars. 
S*£&* T mea^ifwebcincholler^wee-l draw. -■ 
Greg. I,Whilcyouliue, draw your necke out 

0 * E h Collar. 

Sam. I ftrike quickly, being mou 5 d ; 

Cm* Bat thou art not quickly mou d to HriKe. 

Samp. Ados of the houie of Mount ague .mows me. 

GreL To moue,is to ftir: and to be valiant^ to flanu: 
Tteetore.if thou art mou'd^hou runft away. 

Sm> AdoBgcofrhathoufeDiaUmouemetoftand. 
IwilltJke the wall of any Man or Maid of Mwntegnes* 
1 eng. That fhewes thee a weakc (hue, for the wea- 
keft pocstothewalh , , , « 

$«mp. True,Md therefore womenbeing the weaker 
Vrfelyre euer ihmft to the wail : therefore I will pufh 
MMtxwtsmcnfxom the wall, and thru ft his Maides to 
,f ftheirtncn, 
me wall. \ , 

Gm The Quarrell is betwecne our Matters, and vs 

S*m. Tii all one.I willfliewmy iVifc a tyrant: when 
Jhaoc fought with the men, I will bee duiil with the 
Maids,and cm off their heads. 

Greg* The heads of the Maids^ 

SttmA ,the heads of the Maids^or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what fence thou w ilt. 
I 6reg u They muiUakek fence, that feele it. 

Samp. Medieyfhall feele while I amablstoftand: 
And 'tis knowne I am a pretty peece of flefh * 
1 Grtg. 'Tis well thou art not Fifli : If thou had'ft, thou 
had'ft beene poare lohn. Draw thy Toolchere comes of 
[\\c Houfe of the (JMb&tteguex* 

Enter two other Strmngwtn. 

SamMy naked weapon is out: quarrel,! wil back thee 

Crc. How? Turne thy backe 3 an drum 

S»ff». Fcaremenot. 

Gre t No marry : I feare thee, 

Snm w Let v s cake the Law of our fides:kt them begin. 
CrJ wil frown as I parte by^ let the take it as they lift 
Sam. Nay t as they 'dare J wil bite my Thumb at them^ 
which is a difgraceto them ? if they beare it* 
Ahy$ % DoyotibitcyouTThumbeatys fir? 
'S*mp* I do bite my Thumbe 5 fir« 
Ahra. Do you bite yottr Thumb at vs a fit ? 
S*m. Is theLawofourfidCjiflfayl? Gre.No, 


Sam* No hr 3 [ do not bite my Thumbc at yon fir t hui 
I bite my Thumbe fir. 

Greg* Doyou quarrel! tlr? 

j*&a m QiiarrcJt fir? no fir. (asyoa 
Sam. If you do fir, I am for you.I ferae as gosd a man 
Abm. No better? . S*mp> Wdlfir. ■ 

Enter Hemo/io* 
(jr.Sv? bctter:Jiere comes one of my en afters kinfraen. 
Samp. Yes , better, 
Ahr&. You Lye- 

Samp. Draw it vou be men. Greg®y t remember thy 
wafhu^gbiow, ' They Fight., 

Bm. Part Foolcs.piu vpyont Swords ^you know not 

what you do. 

Enter lihalt. 

Tyk What art thou drawnc, among thefe hemleflc 
Hinges? Turne thee ^^/^,looke?pon thy death, 
Bex* I do but keepe the pcace.put vp thy Sword, 
Q^manage it to part the.femen wichme. 

Tyb. What draw^and talke of peace ? I hate the word 
As 1 hate h&Ji, all Mmmagm 9 m& thee: 
Haue at thee Coward. Fight* 

Evter thfeeorfaure Citizens with Clubs* 
Ojf/.Ctubs ? Bi!$ } and FartifoiUjftrike^eat them dows 
Downe with the Cupuht jjdowne with the Memtagties* 
Enter old Capttlet in his Gowne } md hu wtft* 
Cap. What noife is thisrGiuc me my long Sword ho* 
Wife* A crutth^a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 
. Cap, My Sword I lay : Old Trtcttotagnc is eoniCj 
And ftourifhes his Blade in fpighc of me. 

Enter old Atfountagueffi hk wife* 
^firff^Thou villaine Capnkt, Hold me nor, ler me go 
v> t Wife* Thou fhalt noc ftir a footc to feeke a Foe. 

£ me r Prinze Sskales, with hk Traiw. 
Prince, RebelliousSiibie&SjEnemics topcact, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor*ftained Steele, 
Will they not he are? What hoe,youMen 5 you Beafts^ 
That quench the fire of your pernitiouiRage, 
With purple Fountaines iffmng from your Veincs % 
On painc of Torture ? from thofe bloody hands 
; Throw your miftempet'd Weapont to the groand 3 
And beare the Sentence ofyour mooued Prince* 
Three ciutll Broyles 3 bred of an Ayery word^ 
By thee old Cdpxfet and Mmnt&gHt^ 
Haue thrice difturbM the quiet of our fticct^ 
And made Veronds ancient Citizens 
Caft by their GrauebefcemingOroamentSj 
To wield old Partisans, in hands as old f 

ce j Caukred^ 
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